THE SECOND NIGHT

" Because I must see him to-night1'
" What do you want to see him for ? "
" I cannot tell to you why I must see him.     But I
must see him."

" Where are you going in that car ? "

" I am going to the place where I must see Mr Water-

low."

" You're playing some game with me," he inveighed.

" No, no, my dearie, I am not playing any game. I
am being so serious really. It is Mr Waterlow who has
said not to tell anybody when I must see him."

Arthur became haggard.

" Oh, he said that, did he ?   And am I anybody ? "

" Jchj he has said I must not be telling to you first of
all people why I must see him."

" Did he tell you to meet him to-night ? "

"No, no, no, no!   You cannot be understanding, my

dearie."

" And I thought you loved me," he groaned.
" Please tell to me where is Mr Waterlow.   It will be
so easy for you to know perhaps to-morrow why I must
see him to-night.   But he will never give to me my English
passport 'unless I can do this thing for him."

" The swine! The swine! " Arthur cried. Then the
moonrays pierced his brain. No matter that this was the
pavement outside the British Legation. It burned white-
hot with fever. It flickered with a nightmare fire.

"gv Q------y Queenie," he cried, choking.    "You

shall tell me where you are going to see this fellow to-
night."

" But he does not know, he does not know," she wailed.
Then she looked down in affright at the glittering watch